THE  LITERATURE   OF  SPORT

seeing eye to observe. There is nothing under the
sun of which that is not true. In Mr. Darwin's
own sphere of games this is as true as elsewhere.
Take an extreme example. Take a game which is
void of the elation of physical activity, and not
played (at least in my experience) in a Stadium
packed with intense humanity, or in an elm-
surrounded meadow, or under the downs, or
(drawing to a close) beneath the slowly-defining
wraith of a crescent moon: to wit, Bridge.
Even there the poet may find beauty in the
spectacle and the thinker significance in the
history. There is a four. The shaded lamp
pours radiance on a green table and on glasses
half-full of yellowish liquid, each a complex of
light and shadows. Motions of dealing and
gathering and sorting are made, with the slightest
slitherings breaking the silence. The clock ticks,
the fire ripples, somebody calls. There are four
fans of cards, sprinkled with strange feudal
effigies, with an antiquity of descent and change
behind them: kings and queens and dauphins
surviving still after a multitude of adaptations.
There are four minds, keen or dense, working in
various degrees of isolation and contact; four
temperaments, brave, fool-hardy, cautious,
cowardly; there is a fluctuating contest; there is
fortune, overwhelmingly favourable, relentlessly
adverse, tantalising, doubtful. There is progress,
slow or rapid, easy or hampered, to an end.
There is the passage of time; there is the world
outside; and beyond, the dark sky and the
constellations. All is there: humanity, with its
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